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caves, and the smoking ruins marked the sites of prosperous villages and opulent towns. He laughed at the idea. He had never intended either to return to Spain—that was understood— or to occupy the comparatively barren Maure-tania. Boniface offered him a heavy ransom in the name of the empire, but a far greater treasure glittered before the eyes of his troops, and he himself had little inclination to be prince of Mauretania. He now knew the resistance he was likely to meet. His wild hordes probably contained no more than thirty or forty thousand effective and well-armed warriors. A timely and determined opposition could have flung a line of defence from the Atlas to the sen that his bands could not have passed. But the African subjects of the Roman empire had no more idea of patriotic resistance than the inhabitants of Italy. The corrupt and degenerate spirit of its closing years had made them incapable of lifting a spear. They looked helplessly to their professional soldiers and hired troops—who had been butchering each other in the interest of a wirepulling politician whilst Genseric was sweeping over Africa. They became the slaves of the fierce Teutons, or fed the pestilence or the vulturest them, and grasped
